THE   QUESTING   BEAST
waving bice favours we talked loudly and proudly of the
expected result. Passing by the market a man shouted near
by: "Don't count your chickens before they're hatched."
We thought he was a very rude man. We descended at
the Lion Hotel and discovered in a few minutes that the
Liberal had won. The most disappointed man was my
grandfather, who was Tory member for the Western
Division of the county. My father's opponent was E. B.
Barnard, years later the President of the Metropolitan
Water Board and one of my father's knighthood creations.
My grandfather's unsuccessful opponent, who casie to our
house with my grandfather for lunch during the fight, was
Mr. Benson, afterwards Lord Charnwood.
I have very vivid recollections of my grandfather, whom
I used to consider the handsomest man I had ever seen.
He was short, but extremely strongly and squarely built,
with black curly hair and long beard, both turning grey,
black eyes, a very white complexion, beautiful teeth and
nose. He wore a red tie and an eyeglass. He was
Chairman of the Great Western Railway, and we were
very disappointed when we learned he did not blow a
whistle nor wave a flag. His hats always intrigued us,
for they were of the kind very rarely worn now, black,
rounded top-hats. His presence was very striking, and his
personality is still remembered in Worcestershire amongst
the older members of the Friendly Societies of which he
was an ardent supporter. He gave us each five pounds
every Christmas, which were immediately confiscated into
the maw of a Savings Bank account. A few years later,
when, he passed over, my grandmother suggested that it
would be a dutiful and graceful thing for us children to
spend the accumulated pounds in a suitable stained-glass
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